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who is dead won a silver harp at an Eisteddfod and was one of the
best harpers in Wales. Pugh said there was a harper at Corwen and
another at Llangollen and he knew an old bard at Corwen. He told
me he had once been up Cader Idris 4 times in one day for a £10
wager against a reading party of 4 or 5 Cambridge men who
declared he could not do it. On the last day of September a pouring
wet day he did it and won the wager easily. He could have gone
up the 5th time. A man on each side was posted on the top of the
mountain and a man on each side at the bottom to see fair plav and
that Pugh did not ride up. It was stipulated that he should go up
by the pony road and corne down any way he liked. Corning
down the first time he nearly came to trouble and was delayed 20
minutes in this way. He had noticed often when on the mountain
that at a particular place his dog usually put up a fox and that the fox
always disappeared down a cleft in the rocks. When walking for
the wager he thought of this fox path and thought it wrould take
him down quicker. Supposing that he could go where a fox went
he slid down the narrow chasm and found that it led to the brink
of a precipice. He could not go back and he was obliged to go on so
taking off his boots and slinging them round his neck he clam-
bered down. He did not try that way again.
By this time we had come to a place where was a lake by the
roadside and in a boat on the lake were two men fishing. Leaving
the road here we turned up a rough lane and crossing a little brook
by a farm house were on the open mountain. As we sloped up the
mountain side we had beautiful views of the Harlech mountains
opposite, blue Cardigan Bay and dim Snowdon. The zig-zag path
was steep in parts and a great wind blew over the mountain so that
I had to sit down in a sheltered place and tie the band of my hat to
my button-hole with the old guide's neckerchief, for, said the old
man, 'Many hats have been lost on this ridge'. We aimed for a great
stone on the top of the first ridge. After this the climbing was not
so severe. The old man came up very slowly. Soon after we passed
the great stone we passed through a gateway the posts of which
were large basaltic pillars. Here we-saw a mountain standing
apparently close by waiting upon Cader Idris. It was Plynlimmon.
Here we passed round over the back of the mountain and began
ascending the summit from the S. We came to a little round pool
or rather hole full of water. The old man pulled a little tumbler

